


TkeH'tttorieof King Lear. 

Kent. With you goodman boy, and you pleafccbn* •, 
fleafh you, conic on yong maifter. c ' W 

Cleft. Weapons, armes, -whats the matter here $ 

Duke. Keepe peace vpon your liues; hee dies that ff-iU 
gaine, what’s the matter 

Reg. The rneflehgers from our lifter, and the Ein<r. 

Duke, Whats your difference, fpeake c . 

Steve, lam fcarfeinbreathmyLord. 

" Kent. No maruaile ycuhaue fo beftir’d your valour vou 
cowardly rafcall, nature difclaimes in thee, a Tayler madetL 
Duke. Thou art a ftrange fellow, a Taylor makeani^ - ' 
Kent. I, a Tayler fir-, a Stone-cutter, ora Painter couidnor 
hauemade him fo ill, though hec hadbeene but two houresat 
the trade. 

(jhft, Speake yet, how grew your quarrel!? 

Stew, This ancient ruffen lir, whole life I haue fpar’d atfute I 
ofhis gray-beard. 

Kent. Thou whorfon Zedd, thou vnneceffarie letter, 1 my! 
Lord if you’l giue mee leaue, I will tread thi s vnboulted villain; j 
into mor ter, and daube the wa llesofa iaques with him, fpars 
my gray bearffyou wagtaylei 
Duke, Peace fir, you beaftly Knaue youhaueno reuercnce# ! 
Kent. Yes fir, but anger has ap riuiledge. 

‘Duke. Why art thou angry £ . 

Kent, That fuch a flaue as this fhould weare a fword, 
Thatwcares no honefty •, fuch fmiling rogesas thefe, 

Like Rats oft bite thofe cordesin twaine 

Which are to intrench, to inloofe fmooth euery paflion 

That in the natures oftlieir Lords rebell. 

Bring oyie to flir, fnow to their colder-moods, 
Reneag,affirme,and turne their halcion beakes , ’ 

With euery galeymd varie of their maiflers, (epeliptick 

Knowing nought like dayes but followings a plague vponyow 
Vifage; fhioyle you my fpeeches, as I were afoole i 
Goofe and I had you vpon Sarurn plaine, 

Id’e fend you c a cklin g home to Camulet., 

Duke, WhaHutmou mad old fellow ■ 

Ho\v fell you out fay that-* 
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theHffifJpof King Lear . 

Kent- No contr aries h old more, antipathy, 

Tlipn I and fiich a knaue* 1 , 

^&.^hy3oft theu call him knaue, what’s his offence. 

Kent, His counte nanc e likes me not. 

Duke. No more perchance does mine.or his,or hers, 

Kent. Sirtismyoccupatiqntobeplaine, 

I haue fee ne better laces in my time 
That (lands onany (houlder that I fee 

Before me at this inftant. 

Du^c, This is a fellow who hauing bceneprayfd j- 

For blunmes.doth affeft afawey ruffincs, 

And conftraines the garb quite from his nature/ 

He cannot flatter he, he muft be plaine, 

Hemuft fpeake truthjand they will tak’tffoj 
Ifnot he’s plaine; theft kind of knaues I know 
Which in this plainnes harbour more craft* 

And more corrupter ends, then twentie filly ducking 
ObferuantSjthat ftretch their duties nifely . - 

Kent. Sir in good footh, or in fincere veritie, 

Vnder the allowance of yo urgraundafp eft, 

Whofe influence like the wreath of radient fire s 

In flickering front. 

“Duke. What mean’ll thou b^Jhis ? 

Kent. To goe out of my dialogue which you difeommend fo 
much;I know fir, I am no flatterer, he that beguild you in a plain 
accent, was a plaine knaue, which for my part Iwill not bee, 
thoughl fhould win your difpleafure to intreat mee too’t. 

Duke, What’s the offence you gaue him ? 

Stew. I neuer gaue him any, it pleas’d the King his maifter 
Very late to ftrike at me vpon his mifcpnftruftion. 

When heconiunft,and flattering his difpleafure 
Tript me behind; being do wne, infulted, rayld, 

And put vpon him fuch a deale of man, that 
That worthied him, gotprayfes of the King, 
l or him attempting who was felfe-fubdued. 

And m the flechuent of this dread exploit, 

Drew on me here againe. 

ATm.None oftheferoges & cowards but A' lax is their foolc. 
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